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Abandonment 


Author's Notes: 
| do not own these people. None of this has ever happened it is all fiction This also based on my struggle with 


the mental illnesses listed 


Why? Why would they leave me have | done something wrong? Nikki though sitting in the bands shared hotel 
room. They left without even asking him if he wanted to go. Still in his stage makeup but changed into his 


sleepwear which was only boxers and a torn up tank top. 


Biting on his thumb and rocking silently back and forth comforting himself like he did when he was a child. His 
chest started to feel heavy his throat felt like it had a big lump in it. He knew he was about to cry but was 
still a bit shocked at the warm salty tracking down his face. 


“They..don't want me anymore they left me like everyone else!" He mournfully wailed his chest heaving and his 
quiet crys becoming full out sobs. “They finally found you disgusting huh old Frankie boy finally saw you as the 
dumb country boy." He said referring to himself by his actual first name. 


About to continue his rambling he was stopped by the door creaking open and for men or shall | say boys 
came rumbling in All in leather and sexed up it seems their night has come to a unsatisfying end. With no 
dates or drunk girls hanging on them. 


Feeling relieved to see his friends he bolted and slammed into the first one he saw which happened to be 
confused Tommy. Even though Nikki was about the same hight or maybe s few inches taller he managed to 
cling to Tommy without his feet touching the floor. 


“Um hey Nikki why are you hugging me | love ya as a brother and everything but why?" Nikki didn't answer 
only buried his head into Tommy's shoulder and squeezed tighter. 


“Come on you two before people start to come out their room to see three guys in makeup and one in his 


bowers clinging to dear life to someone." Mick dead panned shuffling the rest into the cozy but cramped room. 


“Ok Nikki get your ass of me right now before | deck your fucking ass. You're heavy as fucking shit“ 
Reluctantly Nikki got off and straightened his shirt that rolled up. 


“Where the fuck did you guys go? | was fucking worried like hell" Nikki said his hips jutted out. Heaving a sigh 
Vince then explained they went out for a drink and a little bit of fun but the only reason they didn't ask Nikki 


was because he was passed out after the show. 


Taking Vince's explanations Nikki nods and doesn’t say anything. Little do they know Nikki's abondonment lies 


deeper and can be more dangerous. They would soon figure this out. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
| own nothing 


The day started off fine. They were recording for theater of pain and they had forgotten how much fun it 
was to get new stuff out. But when came studio cans girls,girls,girls. Some looked better than others some 


looked healthy and happy others looked only alive by doing smack. 


They threw their scantly clad bodies at all four of us. The blondes went to Vince the Brunetts or redheads to 


Tommy and the Ravens to Mick. None came to me because they could tell | was fucking pissed off. 


Tommy and Vince | didn't worry about because with girls they bedded them then sent them on their way. Mick 
on the other hand would give them his heart if he could Because the few girls that did pay him any mind he 


would treat them like queens. 


It made me mad because they all used him to get stuff or just plain up hurt him. My blood was boiling too 
dangerously for being this early. They were laying on his lap and flashing coy smiles. 


Mick is ours not yours he's mine really | was the first of the band to meet him. He's mine he helps me on my 


rough nights he holds me and talks me threw my nightmares. 


Letting out a mild snarl | walked over towards Mick. His hair messily pulled back so he could write some stuff. 
His gaunt cheekbones shining in the harsh artificial light: 


His black nails moving up and down on a girls thigh as he addressed me. “Do ya need somethin Nik?" | thought 
for a moment for a excuse for the girls to go. “| wanted to write some stuff so how bout we go in a 


different room." 


“Sure l'm down" He braced himself to get up and grabbing his guitar they made their way to a empty sound 
booth. Nikki felt relaxed now Mick was free of those sluts all his attention would be on Nikki now. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own anyone 


“Nikki so what's this song about?" Mick questioned fingers flexing itching to play something. “Oh,it's about 
having a good time with the boys and basically just having a good time." Nikki muttered losing his confidence 


from earlier. 


“Oh | get ya so how bout the riff be down and dirty and the chorus lighter and catchier." Nikki was honestly 
not listening but more so paying attention to Mickd clear greyish-blue eyes sparkle with the anticipation of a 


new song. 


"Yea | love it how bout you start on the riff while | write lyrics." Mick just nodded picking up his precious 
guitar. Sitting in silence they worked on their respective talents. Mick had it easier not having to listen to 


voices that lie. 


“He's yours you have to have him before he leaves." The voice hissed seemingly surrounding Nikki making it 
seem so sweet. The voice kept talking until Nikki finally agreed with it. 


Walking over the where Mick was hunched over a piece of paper scribbling something out. Nikki being discreet 


sat down next to him and said nothing because it was a familiar position for them. 


Slipping his hand on Mick's shoulder he leaned over and nipped at his neck making sure to mark his territory. 
“What the fuck Nik are you drunk?" Mick questioned putting down his guitar. “Oh no I'm sober baby and here 


to claim what's mine." 


“What the fu.. Mick got cut off with a quick slap. “Did | tell you to speak slut? No | didn't so let me do all the 
talking." Mick thinking it was a bad joke tried to get up. That made the monster in Nikki snap. 


Slapping him again and quickly taking a bandana and tying it in his mouth as gag. “| was going to do this nice and 


slow make you feel nice but no you gotta act up."nikki said seemingly to himself. 


Mick started to whimper now realizing this isn't some sick joke. Making quick work of his pants Nikki looked at 
his naked lower half. “Pathetic Mick | thought you were hung better than that" He reprimanded. 


Nikki unzipping his pants pulled out his semi hard cock and positioned Mick over his member. Lowering him 
without lube or anything Mick felt like he was being torn open 


It continued for what seemed like hours. Tears streaming from the elders face. Nikki to keep things interesting 


stubbed some cigarettes on Mick's white skin. 


Finally stopping and pulling Mick's pants up without much feeling. “All mine no one could have you know your 


tainted all mine now." He whispered Mick shuddered at the breath of what he thought was his friend. 


Oh, but there's so much more to this story so much more. 


